CHAPTER 146 


September 15, 2011 


“Midnight Channel? Wait, hold on one second...” 


The group had all been gathered in Justin’s homeroom, talking about something 
that had clearly left a sour expression on their face. At most Justin had expected to 
hear they had all went out and done something really stupid, or that they weren’t 
looking forward to writing all these reports. He didn’t think they had watched the 
Midnight Channel again, nor had they seen anything on it. The case was closed; 
there was nothing left TO watch on that channel. And yet now Justin had just been 
informed that everyone had still been watching that show; and worse, they didn’t 
sound very enthusiastic about their findings. A couple of odd looks were passed 
Justin’s way, as though they were shocked and disgusted that he was so clueless on 
the matter. 


“What, you didn’t watch it?” Yosuke questioned, arms crossed and eyebrow raised 
as though impatiently confused by Justin’s inquiry. Justin’s eyes darted about, a 
very puzzled expression on his face all the while, as he slowly shook his head. 
Yosuke just groaned a bit as Justin denied having viewed the Midnight Channel last 
night. He thought they were all going to keep doing it, just as a safety net... Yet 
Justin seemed to have completely neglected his duties; the ones that came with the 
power of Persona. They were supposed to be like silent protectors of this town; 
being ready to strike back should shit come back around. Justin clearly didn’t get 
the memo. 


“Why would I? The murderer’s caught right? That’s over, there’s no reason to keep 
watching.” Justin tried to explain his reasoning. Seemed no one was entirely 
satisfied with that explanation though. Justin sighed after a moment shrugging his 
shoulders a bit. “Plus | was pretty tired.” Justin admitted. Seemed beating the living 
shit out of a potential rapist took a lot of energy out of you. Yosuke straightened up 
a bit, repositioning himself from the desk he had been leaning his ass against but a 
moment earlier. 


“Oh yeah, that’s right. | heard you got into a pretty nasty fight yesterday.” Justin 
twisted his head a bit to the side, a startled, but puzzled expression on his face. 
How the hell did he know that? Was it a rumor already? Hell, were there even any 
witnesses besides him, Ai, and that other kid? He doubted Ai was the type to talk 
about that kind of shit, and the other kid... Well the other kid was probably much 
too afraid to talk about it. Plus, he was the one who looked like a push-over in this 
case, since he lost and all. No doubt he wouldn’t have told the truth though. And it 
wasn’t really a fist-fight either. Seemed this game of telephone had gotten 
underway rather quickly. 


“Justin got into a fight?” Yukiko questioned with curiosity, having not heard the 
rumor that was spreading like wildfire apparently. Seemed most of the others had 
though, which really only served to confuse Justin more. Chie was passing him a 
slightly concerned look. She wasn’t surprised Justin had gotten into a fight, and she 
was positive he could hold his own, but she couldn’t help but worry a bit for him. He 
was always getting involved in this kind of shit. One of these days it was going to 
catch up with him. 


“Well | wouldn’t really call it a fight.” Justin rubbed at the back of his head a bit, 
embarrassed that this was even a topic of discussion. He wanted to make sure 
everyone knew what had REALLY happened if they were hearing rumors about this, 
but at the same point, he didn’t want to look like some hero, some vigilante that 
was just waiting to pounce people when they were being complete pricks. “There 
was this really pervy guy trying to get Ai to go with him somewhere, but she didn’t 
want to go, so he slapped her. | kind of lost my cool and punched him in the face. 
He went down real easy.” Justin cut out the unnecessary details of how the other 
guy was probably a rapist and how more than one punch had been exchanged 
before that guy went down. They didn’t need the bloody gory details after all. 
Everyone seemed almost surprised by the actual truth of the matter. 


“Really?” Yosuke remarked with curiosity, almost annoyed he had heard something 
far different. “The story | heard was that the guy stepped on your toes or something 
and you got really pissed off. And also that you lost.” Yosuke shrugged a bit. Justin 
shook his head. Well it was becoming VERY clear where the rumor had come from 
this time around. Anything to protect your reputation after all, huh? 


“I think we’re getting a little side tracked.” Yu interrupted the group talking about 
what ever duel Justin had been involved in the day prior. Was it really that much of 
a surprise to any of them anyway? They knew Justin well enough to know he 
wouldn’t just punch someone in the face without reason. He’d probably bitch their 
ears off, but that wasn’t how the rumor went, now was it? “What was someone 
doing on the television?” Yu questioned, his understanding of how the Midnight 
Channel worked sending shivers down his spine as he considered the potential 
meaning behind the sudden showing. 


“| talked to Teddie, and he says no one's entered the other side...” Yosuke 
muttered, already seeing where Yu was going with this. Someone appearing on the 
Midnight Channel always corresponded with a kidnapping; but... It was impossible. 
No one was on the other side that didn’t belong there, and the killer was behind 
bars. It was entirely possible the Midnight Channel was just a strange phenomenon, 
a weird coincidence. After all, from his understanding the Midnight Channel used to 
show in California, but no one used to show up. It just didn’t make sense. It was 
strange, but probably unrelated all things considered. 


“Well, yeah. The killer's been caught.” Rise reminded him, as though Justin hadn’t 
just mentioned that a moment ago, or that Yosuke hadn’t been considering that 
possibility for the last twelve or so hours. Yosuke nodded a bit, a concerned but 
puzzled expression on his face. He was very clearly deep in thought on the matter; 
after all, this most certainly was food for thought. Food for thought if you weren’t 
Kanji, that was; who was, as always, completely lost. Made you wonder if he even 
paid attention. 


“Huh...? What's up?” 


“C'mon, get with the program. You saw the TV last night, right?” Yosuke scolded 
Kanji, rather annoyed with his apparent negligence towards the issue. After all, this 
was important shit, and Kanji seemed to not even give the slightest fuck. Was it so 
hard for him to just listen for once in his life? Kanji groaned with annoyance and 
anger, again, very clearly not taking this seriously. Seemed he had been thinking 
the same thing Justin and Rise had been on the matter; and that was that there was 
nothing to worry about anymore. The crimes had been solved, and the culprit was 
facing his sentence. No need to get their panties in a knot. 


“So? 's got nothing to do with us. The killer's behind bars, man. You guys are 
overreacting. That shit Naoto said didn't make any sense either, so there's no use 
getting all worked up about it.” Kanji tried to put Yosuke’s doubts at ease, though in 
the process, all he had managed to do was peak Yosuke’s interest in a comment he 
had made. What exactly did Naoto have to do with the Midnight Channel again? 
Nothing? Yeah, that’s what he thought to. Seemed Kanji had his little loverboy on 
the mind again. 


“Huh...? Naoto-kun?” Yukiko questioned, not really seeing the relevance herself. 
Kanji’s face lit up rather quickly as Yukiko pointed out that he had brought the boy 
detective into this again. He didn’t mean that Naoto was relevant to the Midnight 
Channel or anything, he was just saying the stuff she said made little to no sense, 
much like the Channel reappearing. Though that did bring up the question as to why 
he had even been thinking about what Naoto said in the first place. He was a bit 
confused himself really. 


“Uh, no, well... How do | put it...?” Kanji nervously stammered, rubbing at the back 
of his neck as he tried to justify his remark, to think of an explanation as to why he 
had brought Naoto into something he had clearly been uninvolved with. Yosuke just 
had on this malicious smirk, clearly less than good intent in his eyes and smile. He 
planned to take full advantage of Kanji’s one moment of weakness, the one moment 
where he WOULDN'T get the ever living shit kicked out of him, but still get pretty 
damn close. 


“What, were you out of it 'cause you were still thinking about what Naoto said? So 
you're still hung up on all that stuff.” Yosuke laughed hysterically at the very much 
embarrassed Kanji. It wasn’t like that at all, and he would really appreciate it if 


Yosuke quit it with the homosexual jabs. He wasn’t gay goddammit; he swore he 
had proved it a million times over by this point. 


“That's--! | ain't hung up on it!” Kanji shouted back in nervous defense; he was 
having a hard enough time figuring out what was going in his head without Yosuke 
being a pretentious dick about it. Yosuke just shook his head, that obnoxious grin 
still on his face as he shook his head, deflecting Kanji’s claims of totally not being 
into Naoto. He wasn’t like the love guru or anything, as was evident by his own poor 
luck with woman, but even that said, he could tell when someone had a raging 
crush a mile away... Well for the most part anyway. He had with Justin and Chie, and 
he had with Yu and Yukiko. Kanji was no exception to his expert love deduction 
Skills. 


“It's okay, we all understand. Just don't go overboard, man.” Yosuke continued to 
mock him. Or at least, he had been until Justin threw a calculator at his head to get 
him to shut up. Yosuke just rubbed his head with annoyance as the mechanical tool 
hit the ground, battery latch in the back smashing open. Justin shook his head with 
a bit of disgust, annoyed this was turning into a discussion of Kanji’s sexuality now. 
It wasn’t any of Yosuke’s damn business. Kanji was furious by this point, face red 
with anger. He was sick of having to justify his comments, to clarify he was straight. 
He was done with this shit. 


“You little... | said that's not it! Tch... | got stuff to do. I'm outta here.” Kanji 
declared, flipping Yosuke off before turning and storming off. He wasn’t going to 
stand for this humiliation any further. As Kanji slammed the door behind him, all 
eyes fell on Yosuke, disappointed in his actions, anger in their eyes as he clearly 
overstepped his boundries. 


“Stop bringing that up, Yosuke... You Know he doesn't think it's funny.” Chie scolded 
Yosuke for being a huge dickwad. Yosuke rubbed at the sore spot on his skull from 
having a calculator chucked at it before sighing with disappointment. He was 
starting to realize he might have went just a little too far. But dammit, he knew 
Yosuke was only joking, why’d he have to make such a big huff about it? Rise was 
just a little bit confused though, what with not being there for Kanji’s shadow and 
all. All she got out of this was that something had happened between him and 
Naoto; and not necessarily in THAT way. 


“Ooh, what? What? Did something happen between Kanji and Naoto-kun!?” Rise 
frantically questioned, trying to probe information out of the others, to get the 
scoop on whatever it was that was going on with Kanji. Everyone passed each other 
a glance, as though considering giving Rise the scoop, before realizing that was a 
horrible, horrible idea. She was one of the last people that should have had that 
information. She wasn’t a gossip or anything, but given how often she liked to poke 
fun at Kanji, it was best not to give her more fuel for the fire. 


“W-Well that aside-“ Yukiko began to try to change the subject. She really didn’t 
have to though, given that the group all were cut off by the sound of the intercom 
buzzing in their room, a loud beep signifying someone was about to speak. God was 
it loud, Justin outright flinched a bit as he was caught by surprise by the unexpected 
intervention. Didn’t that thing have volume knobs or something, holy fuck he swore 
he just had a heart attack. He almost had a second one as the person on the 
speaker began to speak. 


“Will Justin Tylor please report to the faculty office, immediately.” Justin’s eyebrows 
shot up almost immediately. He didn’t like the sounds of that in the slightest. It 
couldn’t have been for an emergency, right? After all, the only one who might call 
the school is Maya, and it was far more likely she’d just call Justin’s cell instead, 
eliminating the middle man. Per...haps he simply lost something. Yeah that was it; 
and nothing more. Still, despite having reassured himself this was nothing, 
sympathetic eyes fell upon him, almost fearful for what consequences he might be 
facing for his actions. 


“If you need character witnesses, give us a buzz.” 


“Up yours too, Yosuke.” 


“Ah, Justin-chan. Thank you for joining us.” 


Justin cautiously entered the principal’s office after being guided there by the 
secretary. It was... well... unpleasant to say the least. There was no denying what 
he was there for now; unless the principal wanted to talk tuition or financial aid with 
him. Which Justin would be all for, for the record. He wasn’t so proud he wouldn’t 
take money from the school, especially given him and Maya combined were only 
barely making ends meet; counting of course the occasional trip to buy clothes or 
something. That was beside the point though. Justin’s eyes darted about the room, 
already knowing he was in deep shit; a thought only reassure by the sight of the kid 
he had beat up the day prior. Seemed that when rapists didn’t get their way, they 
cried to mommy. / mean, what the fuck; man up and admit you fucked up and got 
what you deserved. Don’t drag me down with you. 


“What can | do for you sir?” Justin questioned, trying to play off that he didn’t know 
what was going on. The glare he had passed the black-eyed kid however threw any 
chance of him getting out of here on grounds of not being involved. There was no 
doubt there was some sort of conflict between them. The principal gestured to the 
open chair beside the other guy, allowing Justin to take a seat instead of standing 
like an idiot. It was quiet for a moment as the principal sat there choosing his words. 


“Tylor... It’s come to my attention that you and Seito here were involved in a... 
physical dispute yesterday after school.” The principal slowly tried to spit out the 


words he wanted. You could already tell he wasn’t trying to offend either party, that 
he didn’t want to take sides. After all, there was nothing worse than an angry 
parent. Of course, since Justin didn’t HAVE parents, you could already imagine 
where this was going to go in the case of a ‘tiebreaker’ so to speak. “I’m not going 
to dance around the issue; is it true that you punched Seito?” Justin paused for a 
moment, head slowly bobbing up and down, bottom lip clenched between his teeth 
as he looked around. 


“| did.” Justin admitted. He was sure the principal was told a completely false story, 
but at the same point Justin wasn’t going to lie. He’d give the REAL story ina 
moment, after the principal was done appealing to Seito’s little game. The principal 
sighed a bit, leaning forward in a stern matter as though to get closer to Justin as he 
explained how this was going to go down. 


“| see... | hope you are aware of the school’s policy on bullying and fighting.” The 
principal remarked. Justin’s eyebrow shot up, amused curiosity on his face. Oh so 
now HE was the bully. Right, because he was harassing other people in an attempt 
at getting some sexual pleasure out of it, and smacking them when they refused. 
Yes, HE was the bully, and definitely no one else. You caught me, princey. 


“Bullying? Is that what he told you? The irony in that is almost funny. Almost.” Justin 
remarked snidely, a tone he probably shouldn’t have been taking with the guy who 
could make sure he never got into any school ever again. The principal readjusted 
himself, sighing again. Seemed he was sick of hearing stories about how this really 
went down; but all the same, he had to. It WAS his job after all. Besides; bullying 
looked horrible for a school’s reputation. That’s why he tried to get children to lie to 
the police on the topic of murder. Fucking idiot. 


“Well let’s hear your side of the story then.” 


“Alright, so here’s how it went.” Justin slouched forward a bit, extending his arms to 
make gestures as he told the story, like some sort of visual supplement to his 
words. “Basically, | was at my locker when this guy over here approached a friend 
of mine; I’m sure you know Ai. Anyway, he starts saying all this disgusting stuff to 
her, like how he was going to show her stuff only in her wildest dreams. She didn’t 
like that obviously, so she told him no. Well this guy didn’t like that, so he slapped 
her. And THAT’S when | punched him in the face. Several. Times.” Justin clenched 
his teeth on the last part. He had no regrets about his actions; only that he hadn’t 
done it sooner. Seito sat there for a moment, shaking his head. 


“That’s bullshit.” He remarked bluntly, not seeming to filter himself in front of the 
principal of the school. He did get pointed at by the principal, a scolding glare on his 
face as though to tell him to watch his mouth. He just shrugged and sank back in his 
chair. It was quiet for a moment before the principal turned his attention back to 
Justin. 


“Il... see... Justin, | have yet to receive any complaints from Ai or any other party 
regarding physical abuse from Seito, and Seito has a clean record in regards to this 
kind of stuff... You, however... uh... do not.” The principal again delicately picked his 
words. It was true, Justin’s record for trouble was kind of shit; especially after the 
presidential elections, but that shouldn’t have been relevant in any capacity. Justin 
stared at the principal with anger and confusion. He had just told him the truth, and 
he was going to side with Seito just because he had a clean record? The fuck was 
this bullshit? Why because he got here first? Because Ai wasn’t a snitch? Bull. Shit. 


“So what, because he told you his story first, you’re going to believe him? This is 
ridiculous!” Justin shouted with anger. He wasn’t going to let this guy get away with 
rewriting history; that was a complete fabrication he had made moments ago, and 
Justin wouldn’t stand for it. He wouldn’t let HIM, a pervert who had struck a woman 
for not wanting in on his sick kicks get away with it while HE took the fall for doing 
the right thing, for stopping him from doing it a second time. The principal sighed 
and shook his head. 


“Well why don’t we bring Ai in here to see if your stories match.” The principal 
remarked, leaning over as though to call to someone outside his office, most likely 
so they would go get Ai. Justin just shook his head and held out his hand, stopping 
the principal. He had told Ai to stop getting involved when he got himself into 
trouble, and he intended to keep it that way. After all, if she rated on this Seito guy 
with him sitting RIGHT there, there was no doubt there would be repercussions. 
That was not going to happen. Ever. 


“No. I’m not letting her turn into a snitch just so this guy can blame it on her and do 
it ALL over again.” Justin remarked, refusing to allow Ai to defend him, just because 
she knew the truth. The principal sighed a bit unclenching his hands and forming a 

half-shrug, as though to say there was nothing else that could be done. If he wasn’t 
willing to take steps to clear his name, then the principal was going to have to take 
sides with Seito. 


“Well I’m sorry to inform you Justin, but if you’re not willing to put forth evidence to 
support your claims, I’m afraid I’m going to have to believe Seito. And as principal, 
that means | have to impart punishment for violating school code.” Justin sighed, 
sinking back in his seat and resting his cheek against his palm. At this point he just 
didn’t care. 


“Fine, whatever. Suspend me. Seems you had your mind made up before | even 
came in here anyway.” Justin remarked, annoyed by the way this was all handled. It 
was Clear the one with the more influence or the one with the most money had 
been the victor here, not the one who had done the right thing. The principal shook 
his head though, clenching his hands together again. 


“Oh, I’m afraid it’s much more serious than that. Bullying, and physical bullying at 
that, is not to be tolerated in this school, and given the looks of Seito’s injuries, | am 
to assume that this was rather severe. We're looking at expulsion here.” 


“...What?” Justin choked up with shock and disgust, sitting up from his chair. No. No 
he REFUSED to be expelled for something he did not do; for defending someone 
who needed defending. Besides... The way his trust fund was set up, he only got 
money so long as he was in school. The moment he got expelled, the second the 
money got cut off. If he got expelled, he wouldn’t be able to buy food or pay 
mortgage. He would lose the house, and that would only put him and Maya 
homeless on the streets. He would wreak hell if he even thought of expelling him; 
especially for something he had not done. The principal took a deep breath, and for 
a moment, it looked like he was going to make the punishment official. At least, 
until the principal was interrupted anyway. 


“That won’t be neccesary.” Justin quickly turned towards the door, dread in his face 
as he made out the figure of Ai standing there bravely, head aimed away from Seito 
for reasons that should be obvious. He swore to god he told her not to get involved, 
and yet here she was. She was going to get herself in so much shit, especially with 
Seito sitting right there. It wouldn’t surprised Justin if he pulled out a fucking gun 
and just shot her right there and then. “I heard the announcement and figured this 
was what it was about.” Ai explained, already anticipating Justin’s first question. 


“Ai, don’t do this.” He pleaded with her, trying to get her to go before she sealed 
her own fate. Ai just shook her head though. Justin had saved her ass so many 
times, now... Now it was time to return the favor in ways more than just words. She 
wasn’t just going to protect his honor or his name; she was going to save him ina 
time of actual need. Justin grimaced as she slowly approached the principal’s desk, 
head hung high. 


“Justin is right. | was in the hallway when Seito approached me, and after making a 
couple of... degrading remarks, struck me. Justin didn’t react until after that. He was 
acting in defense.” Ai explained concisely and to the point. The principal rubbed at 
his chin a bit. He still wasn’t buying this story though; it could have easily been 
rehearsed; and besides, the most obvious tell-tale sign that she HAD been attacked 
simply wasn’t there. 


“Ai-chan, you claim you were struck, correct? Yet | don’t see any bruising...” The 
principal pointed out. Justin rolled his eyes. Ai had literally just threw herself in 
danger and he wasn’t even considering her words as true. And besides, not every 
strike left behind bruises; sometimes it just reddened your skin for a moment, the 
flesh sore from the blow. Ai shook her head though before reaching into her pocket 
and pulling out a compass, mirror extended as she looked at her reflection. 


“I’m wearing make-up.” She declared, slowly trying to brush away the make-up 
from under her eye, just enough for him to make out any sign of a struggle. And 


what do you know, there was a bruise there alright; a very prominent one in fact. 
The principal backed up a bit, almost surprised. Seemed he HAD gotten the correct 
story out of Justin and Ai after all. He kind of felt like an ass for not believing them 
sooner, but regardless. His job required him to be suspicious of everyone, and 
without proof, he could only take the victims claim into account. He was happy to 
see proper justice be served. 


“So | see! My apologies Justin-chan, Ai-chan. Seito, do you have anything to say for 
yourself?” The principal questioned a disappointed expression on his face. Not a 
word could come out of Seito’s mouth. He didn’t expect to be cornered like this; he 
had thought he’d get his revenge on the fuck who had interfered with him and his 
plans for Ai. All he could do now was stammer, trying to think of an excuse out of 
this. “I see. Seito, I’m very disappointed in you. Sexual harassment, violence, and 
attempting to frame a fellow classmate... I’ll be calling your parents up to tell them 
you'll need to find another school.” The principal remarked. Ai backed up a bit, 
getting closer to where Justin sat as she tried to reapply her make-up. Justin and Ai 
exchanged a quick high-five, proud of their victory. Justin wasn’t a fan of Ai 
involving herself, but he was happy that it was at least not in vein. Plus, he’d still 
have a home now. That was a plus. 


“Thanks Ai... You didn’t have to do that.” Justin thanked her for sacrificing of herself 
so that he would not be wrongfully punished. Ai smiled a bit, finishing reapplying 
her make-up. 


“Well, | thought it was about time | did something for you.” She remarked, closing 
her compass. She was about to put it back in her pocket, but for some reason, she 
found herself just starring at it, a slight frown on her face. After a moment a grin 
cracked on her face again, and she slowly turned her attention back to Justin. “... 
Here. | don’t need this anymore. | want you to have it.” She declared after a 
moment, slipping it into Justin’s hand. Justin looked at her like he was crazy for a 
moment, not sure why he would want her compass. “You taught me a lot; | don’t 
need to worry what people think of me; what | say or how | look. It’s all in here.” Ai 
tapped her chest, where her heart was. “I don’t need to worry about hiding 
anymore. Keep it.” Justin’s eyes swapped back and forth between her and the 
compass for a moment before smiling and slipping the compass into his pocket. So 
that’s why she had come here today; she was doing it because she wasn’t afraid of 
how she’s appear to this guy. She was being true to herself and how she felt. And 
how she felt was that she needed to rescue a good friend of hers from an 
unfortunate fate. 


“Twice in one day you've graced me with your generosity. Are you trying to seduce 
me or somethin’?” 


“No.” 


“... That was the joke.” Justin rolled his eyes a bit, though he was grinning all the 
same. His humor might have went over her head at times, but he was glad to have 
Ai as a friend. The two were interrupted as the principal finished lecturing Seito and 
turning his attention over to Justin. 


“Now as for you, there’s still the matter of your outburst. Given the context of the 
situation, I’m willing to lessen the punishment; but | cannot simply condone a gross 
show of violence. Two weeks out of school suspension.” Justin and Ai stood there, 
dumbfounded, just staring at the principal, occasionally, exchanging a glance 
between each other, as though not able to understand this shit. 


“So... Happy ending, huh?” 


“Fuck my life.” 


“Two weeks suspension!? For that!? You gotta be shittin’ me...” 


Justin and Maya were sitting on the couch, waiting for Midnight Channel to air once 
again, much to their displeasure. Maya didn’t even believe Justin when he said the 
others thought they saw something, nor could she believe that they were staying up 
for something that was obviously over. But even more than that, she couldn’t 
believe Justin had been suspended for doing the right thing. For two fucking weeks 
none the less. That was complete bullshit, and she only got half the story. Justin 
shook his head and groaned. 


“Well on the bright side, | guess | don’t have to write that English report yet...” 
Justin sighed with disappointment. He had told the other members of the 
investigation team on his way out of the building as well. None of them could 
believe it themselves; hell Chie actually seemed really pissed off at the school for 
some reason. Yosuke just seemed indifferent. Two weeks without Justin throwing 
shit at the back of his head during class? Sign him up! “I’ve realized at this point all 
adults are complete retard-“ 


“Don’t say the r word.” Maya cut him off, a disappointed gaze on her face. Justin 
raised his eyebrow with curiosity. He knew a lot of things about Maya; but what he 
didn’t know was that she was apparently not cool with saying retarded. Probably 
because Justin very rarely used the word. Still, that seemed kind of out of character 
for a girl that had just as big a potty mouth as him. She just knew how to hide it 
better around people. 


“_,.Please don’t be that person, you know what | mean-“ 
“Don’t.” 


“But given the context-” 


“| said no.” It was silent for a moment, as Justin just stared at her like she was nuts. 
She wasn’t even giving one of those speeches about how it was offensive to the 
mentally disabled; which he could totally understand by the way. She was just 
refusing to let him talk on the matter, like the only reason she didn’t want to hear it 
was because she didn’t want to hear it. That is to say, she had no reason. Justin 
tried to open his mouth a couple of times to present a point, but Maya cut him off 
before he could even speak each time. He sighed after a moment, turning his 
attention towards the television screen. 


It was quiet for a moment as they patiently awaited midnight. It wasn’t long that 
they had to wait, but those minutes felt like hours, what with quite a few awkward 
topics just left hanging in the air and the tension of seeing something on the 
Midnight Channel. When they channel did flicker on, it seemed empty at first. And 
Justin and Maya couldn’t help but laugh at that. 


“See, told you this was bull.” Maya remarked, laughing that they had stayed up for 
absolutely nothing. Justin shrugged and chuckled a bit. At least he didn’t have to 
worry about getting enough sleep before school tomorrow... Actually, this whole 
suspension thing was really starting to look more like a reward than a punishment. | 
mean come on; little to no work, sleeping in, doing whatever he wanted for two 
weeks? This was like an extended vacation. He only regretted it being harder to 
chat with all the others now. They all met up after school from time to time, but in 
school, they were always gathered together, and that was always fun. Everything 
else though, amazing. Justin was about to get up and walk to the kitchen, grabbing 
a midnight snack before heading to sleep, but he was immediately pushed back in 
his seat by the sudden appearance of an all too immediate face. 


“Good evening, everyone. I am the Detective Prince, Naoto Shirogane. 
Welcome to ‘Experiment of the Century: The Genome Project.’" The shadow 
addressed the audience, coated in a long lab coat, the whir of electronic machinery 
ringing from behind her. Maya and Justin just sat there for a moment, jaws open as 
they watched the Midnight Channel come to life with a show they all knew too well 
the dark meaning behind. This didn’t make any sense. None of it made sense. Justin 
and Maya never said anything to each other on the matter, they simply opened 
their jaws from time to time to try and say something, only to choke back their 
words before they could even form them. 


“1 will be experimentor and experimentee both in a forbidden yet 
wonderful bodily alteration process! You shall witness my departure into a 
new realm... The moment of a new birth! From the chosen day forth, I shall 
walk a completely different path in life...! And | will share this glorious 
occasion, this memorable day, with all of you! Do stay tuned!” And with 
that, the screen flickered off, only the reflection of Justin and Maya in the television 
as the power was cut. It was dead silent, save the rain pattering against their 
window for a moment, no words able to be processed between the two. Their brains 


had pretty much exploded at this point. The killer was behind bars, right? So how 
could this happen? And why did it have to be HER? Did they even have to save her? 
Couldn’t they just sorta... leave her? After a moment Justin aggressively jumped up 
off the cough, hands in the air as though to declare he was done with this shit. Maya 
watched with curiosity as he slowly approached the door to his house, trying to 
escape out into the rain. 


“Where are you going?” 


“I’m going to go find a bridge to jump off of.” 


